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c'est le peu que nous savons de la parole et de la personne de Jesus. L'homme d'ideal, le poe'te divin, le grand artiste defie seul le temps et les revolutions. Seul il est assis a la droite de Dieu le Pere pour I'eternite.
" Humanite, tu es quelquefois juste, et certains de tes jugements sont bons! "
This paragraph has a very special interest for me in consequence of a curious accident which occurred on the I3th October 1872. I was sitting on the evening of that day at Eski Stamboul, close to the site of Alexandria Troas, with two friends, one of whom was Mr. W. R. Greg, the author of the Enigmas of Life and the Creed of Christendom. Many of my readers will remember that Alexandria Troas is the place associated with the story of St. Paul by the vision of the man of Macedonia who urged him to pass into Europe, and will see that it was not unnatural that I should have read aloud, on that spot, to my companions, this closing chapter ; but it certainly was a little strange